XXIV
THE FEUD IS ENDED

MEANWHILE Cyllenian Hermes was gathering in the souls of
the Suitors, armed with the splendid golden wand that he can
use at will to cast a spell on our eyes or wake us from the sound-
est sleep. He roused them up and marshalled them with this, and
they obeyed his summons gibbering like bats that squeak and
flutter in the depths of some mysterious cave when one of them
has fallen from the rocky roof, losing his hold on his clustered
friends. With such shrill discord the company set out in Hermes9
charge, following the Deliverer down the dark paths of decay.
Past Ocean Stream, past the White Rock, past the Gates of the
Sun and the region of dreams they went, and before long they
reached the meadow of asphodel, which is the dwelling-place
of souls, the disembodied wraiths of men.

Here they encountered the souls ofPeleus' son Achilles, of
Patroclus, of the noble Antilochus, and ofAias, who in stature
and in manly grace was second to none of the Danaans but the
peerless son of Peleus. These had forgathered with Achilles'
soul, and now they were joined by that of Agamemnon, Atreus'
son, who came to them still plunged in grief and still surrounded
by the souls of all that met their doom and died with him in
Aegisthus' house. Achilles' soul spoke first. 'Agamemnon,' he
said to him, 'we used to think of you, among all our princes, as
the lifelong favourite of Zeus the Thunderer, because of the
great and gallant army you commanded in Troyland when we
Achaeans fought those hard campaigns. But you too were to be
visited in your prime by that fell power whom no man born can
evade. How I wish you could have met your fate and died at
Troy in the full enjoyment of your royal state. For then the
whole nation would have joined in building you a mound and
you would have left a great name for your son to inherit. But